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but I faltered at the mute glance Tomassov gave me.
We knew what those convoys were like: appalling mobs
of hopeless wretches driven on by the butts of Cossacks'
lances, back to the frozen inferno, with their faces set
away from their homes.

"Our two squadrons had been formed along the edge of
the forest. The minutes of anguish were passing. The
Frenchman suddenly struggled to his feet. We helped
him almost without knowing what we were doing.

""Come/ he said. In measured tones. 'This is the
moment.3 He paused for a long time, then with the
same distinctness went on: *On my word of honour, ai!
faith Is dead in me.'

"His voice lost suddenly Its self-possession. After
waiting a little while he added In a murmur: 4And even
my courage. . . . Upon my honour/

"Another long pause ensued before, with a great
effort, he whispered hoarsely: 'Isn't this enough to move
a heart of stone? Am I to go on my knees to you?9

"Again a deep silence fell upon the three of us. Then
the French officer flung his last word of anger at Tomas-
sov.

"'Milksop!'

"Not a feature of the poor fellow moved. 1 made up
my mind to go and fetch a couple of our troopers to lead
that miserable prisoner away to the village. There was
nothing else for It. I had not moved six paces towards
the group of horses and orderlies in front of our squadron
when . . . but you have guessed It. Of course.
And I, too, I guessed it, for I give you my word that the
report of Tomassov's pistol was the most Insignificant
thing imaginable. The snow certainly does absorb
sound. It was a mere feeble pop. Of the orderlies
holding our horses I don't think one turned his head
round.*